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"What do you *mean* she got away?" Sam screeched, looking, just for a second, like a crazed, homicidal 


*creature *. 


Danny shrugged helplessly, running a nervous hand down the front of his faded red jacket. The dried blood on 


his sleeve was barely noticeable on top of the fabric. 


"| don't know! | mean, | was about to go through with it, but then she- she." he paused, big eyes staring 
pleadingingly at Sam. "Her mom called her, and she asked for just a minute because she never, ever misses one 


of her mom's phone calls. And she sounded so happy, so full of life and love and | just couldn't take that from 


her." 


Sam looked back into Danny's slightly wet eyes, and sighed. He wanted to be mad - they hadn't eaten in weeks 
- but he knew that he would have done the same thing in that moment. Jake was by far the best at getting 
food. 


"We gotta get better at this, babe. You know we can't afford to keep letting them go, not when Joshie and Jake 
are gone. We have to be tough." 


"But its not right! You know | can't do that to someone! I'm trying to be strong but I'm just too weak. | can't 
do this, Sammy." 


"You're not weak, love, you have a fiercly gentle soul. Nothing can change all the care and compassion you have 
for people. And | love that you're still so soft, its one of the most beautiful things about you." In fact, Danny 


had gotten even gentler as the years passed. 


Sam pulled Danny into a hug, mindful of not breaking anything. Just because they could heal ridiculously fast 


didn't mean he was going to hurt his brother on purpose. 


"I just- | feel like I'm not fit to be this, to do this. l'm not ready, and | probably never will be. Wouldn't you 
want someone else?" Danny whispered into Sam's hair, holding onto him tightly like he was afraid Sam might 


actually banish him. 


"You fit because you're *you*, | wouldn't want anyone else. *We* wouldn't want anyone else, Danny,” Sam 
amended. It didn't matter what his conscious was telling him, Danny had been a part of their family from the 


very start, way before, even "You're stuck with us forever now, whether you like it or not. " 
Danny chuckled softly, but it was a melancholy laugh, not one of genuine amusement. 


"But that means you guys are stuck with me, too. And | can't, can't *hunt*" he forced the word out of his 
throat like it physically pained him to say it. 


"Alright, enough of this self deprecating bullshit. | love you, big man. I'm *in love with you, which means that 
| love your quirks, look past your flaws, and accept you for as you are. You can't hunt? You know it's hard for 
me too, but between the twins and what | can manage to do we'll have plenty, you don't need to. | want you 
with us because you belong with us, not because of the survival advantages or whatever animal bullshit 


you're thinking this is. Stop it! | love you, we love you, and we want you here with us!" 
It was rare for Sam to get angry, and even then it was often more out of frustration and failed 
communication than true malice. He didn't know how else to get it through Danny's hair-padded-head that he 


was as much a part of their family as anybody else. 


"Alright, you sap, | get it!" Danny muttered, sounding a little lighter. Sam knew from the tone of his voice that 


he didn't entirely believe him, but it was a start. 
"| *am* sorry | didn't get her, though. I'm really hungry." 


Sam sighed and pulled back to look at Danny, arms still around his waist. He didn't want to make him feel 
worse, but Sam was also seriously needing nourishment. They might techrically be starving, actually, and not 


just in the ch-my-gosh-im-soooo-hungry way. 


"Well, | don't think we're gonna be able to get anymore tonight, but there is still." Sam trailed off, raising a 


provocative brow and tilting his head so his long tresses swung back, revealing the tendons of his neck. 
Danny frowned again. "Sam, you know | wouldn't ever harm you like tha-" 


"You wouldn't bel We've talked about this, honey, I've even researched it. It's completely, one hundred percent 
safe. It's just a little comfort, okay? | know that it won't really satiate the hunger, but | want you, you want 


me, and it will make us feel good for a while, you know it will.” 


"But- but we.. l.. fuck, Sammy,” Danny murmered, protests all but forgotten at the sight of his favorite treat: 


his Sammy. 


He leaned forward to nuzzle his face into the crook of Sam's neck, smelling the coconut oil in his hair and the 
rich rush of life flowing just below his skin. Danny licked at his jugular, giving it a small, almost affectionate nip 


before grabbing Sam's arm that was around his back and bringing it forward. 


Sam's breathing got heavier as Danny rolled up his sleeve, running his hands lovingly over the baby soft inside 
of his wrist. He could feel his blood pumping, at this point less in his body than there should be as a healthy 
creature of the night much less a regular mortal. Their diet the last few weeks had been sparse thanks to the 
two main hunters of their family being gone on what they referred to as a "business trip". 


Danny looked up right as he was about to attach his mouth to Sam, eyes shy but laced with a burning hunger 
he couldn't disguise. It was so endearing how he always cared for Sam - looked out for him, checked with him 


to make sure everything was all right when no one else would - even as he was about to feast on his blood 


Sam smiled encouragingly at him, eyes heavy lidded and arousal starting to thrum throughout his lower half. 
They'd discovered that this, the act of sharing blood with eachother, could be incredibly erotic and intimate. 
Another reason Danny didn't like "hunting" for victims: it was only something he wanted to share with Sam. 
Even if he didn't let the other person drink from him or have sexual intercourse, it was just too much like 
cheating to his tastes. 


The taste of the blood, however, was sweet. Danny tried to remember what his taste buds were like before; 
couldn't. Nowadays, everything else was rather bland and muted, everything except blood It was thick and 
bitterly sweet, like dark chocolate melted into a bowl and stirred up with sugar. 


He drank, knowing he couldn't take much and so savoring every drop that Sam offered him. Danny kept his 
mouth latched onto the bite, couldn't release to breathe even if he wanted to, lest anything dripped onto the 
floor. Wouldn't do to waste what they had so precious little of. 


Sam made a noise in the back of his throat, a strangled moan of both pain and pleasure. Danny finally pulled 
back, first holding Sam's wrist above his mouth so that the few drops of blood that could escape before the 


wound healed could be caught. 


Danny was panting heavily, having drunken for nearly a minute without so much as a second-long break. His 
puplis were beautifully dilated, hiding most of his hazel irises, and they looked at Sam with such a strong 


message of love and devotion it nearly made him sob. 


Now Danny presented his own arm to Sam, running his fingers over Sam's soft, full lips. He felt Sam's mouth 


part, his sharp canines running over his own skin and nearly slicing open the tip of his thumb. 


Sam carefully pricked and sliced each of Danny's fingers, laving his tongue up and down them to catch the 
blood. He sucked down the digits with hollowed cheeks and hooded eyes, a sparkling of something ethereal, 


carnal, deliciously sinful glowing from within him. 


Danny kept their otherworldly eyes locked, groaned low for Sam to hear how he was effecting him. He carefully 
curled his fingers within Sam's mouth, running over his palate and tangling with his tongue. Sam sucked him in 


deeper, swallowing around him and letting Danny feel the convulsions. 


Danny laid a hand on Sam's throat, right below his jaw, feeling him work He rubbed his knuckles against Sam's 


teeth, reslicing them now that the cuts had healed. 


Sam kept licking and drinking and sucking and swallowing, enjoying Danny's uniquely rich flavor of blood Maybe it 
was because they were mates - by blood, by soul, by heart and mind - that all others paled in comparison to 


each other. 


Sam pulled off of Danny's hand, taking a step back and hurriedly shucking his dark, expensive clothes carelessly, 
not giving a damn about the ripping fabric from his desperation-boosted-already-superhuman strength. He 
started helping Danny remove his own clothing before he got with the program and quickly undressed, too. 


Danny spun Sam around, pressing him up against the wall in the living room. He snarled when Sam ground his 
ass back onto his erection, gripping a skinny bicep in one hand and using the other to hold Sam's wrist to the 
wall. Danny used his body to flatten Sam until he couldn't move, biting lightly - not enough to break the skin, 
they *never®* drank from the throat, despite what some might believe (they werent *killers*) - at the side 
of his neck where Sam had flipped his hair side. 


Keeping the one hand on Sam's bicep and moving the other to push on his back and keep him still, Danny slowly 
kneeled down so that his face was level with Sam's ass. He bit into the left cheek, drinking the blood that 


spurred out, then moved on to even more delicious things. 


Sam nearly screamed when Danny's mouth closed over his hole. His mouth let loose high pitched groans and a 


startled yelp when Danny actually went inside the ring with his tongue, forcing him open on the slick muscle. 


Danny ate him until he was sloppy and begging for more, the position bringing out Sam's more submissive side. 
The fingers that were on his arm joined Danny's mouth in exploring Sam's ass, one gently circling and then 


sliding inside. He moved it in and out for a time alongside his tongue, then added another. 


Danny's fingers worked in a V formation, his tongue flicking at the rim of Sam's hole in between them. As he 
added the third finger and really started to stretch, Danny pulled back so he could watch how Sam's ass 
clenched down on him. Sam was moaning and thrusting backwards, chasing the brushes of Danny's fingertips 


against his prostate. 
lm ready! Please, baby, fuck me, l'm so ready for you." 


Danny stood up, keeping his fingers inside of Sam. "You want it? Gonna take me in, love me, hold me? Want you 
to," he said into Sam's ear, pumping his fingers hard and fast, the weight of his body the only thing holding 
Sam up against the wall. "Wanna be inside you, fuck you til you scream my name. Fuck, Sammy, so pretty, so 


sexy. Love you so much." 


Danny removed his fingers, and Sam whimpered at the loss as he was turned around again. Sam wrapped his 
arms around Danny's neck, bringing his heaving chest against Danny's broader one and drawing him into a kiss. 


They kissed pationately, lips sliding against each other. 


Sam pulled away with a gasp, letting Danny hitch him upwards so he could wrap his legs around him. Danny 
used one hand to guide himself inside of Sam below their connected hip bones, slowly easing the head in as Sam 


threw his head back and groaned. 


They set a slow pace at first, Sam gripping Danny's shoulders nearly tight enough to break the bone. He 
moaned with his head thrown back, long column of his throat inviting Danny to suck hickeys onto the expanse 


of skin 

"Fuck! Faster Danny, c'mon an’ do me good, honey.” 

Danny grunted and sped up in compliance, effortlessly holding Sam up with one arm so that his other could run 
through Sam's lustrous hair. He snapped his hips, angling down just a little so that his cock rubbed at Sam's 


prostate. 


"Danny! Oh, my god! DaaAANNNNNYYYY!" Sam shrieked, the name of his lover being pounded put of him and 


drawn out into a scream of intense pleasure. 


Sam circled the head of his dick with his fingers, letting it gain the friction he needed to come from their 


moving stomachs. He orgasmed with the most beautiful expression Danny had ever seen on his face. 


Danny fucked him through it, pistoning his hips right against his sweet spot and letting the rhythmic clenching 
take him over the edge, too. 


"Ugnnn, Sam." 

They stood there - or, Danny stood there with his hands on Sam's ass and his mate's skinny legs hanging limp 
on either side of his hips, foreheads together. Sam panted against Danny's mouth, coming down from his 
orgasm with a blissed out, satisfied look on his face. 

"| love you," Danny said to him, kissing his cheek tenderly. 


"| love you too, so much," Sam replied, rubbing their noses together in a feline kiss. 


Sam sighed when he got down from his perch on Danny's canted hips. They kissed again, soft and sweet this 


time, licking at the dried blood smeared across each other's mouths. 

"C'mon, come lay down with me." 

Danny took Sam's hand, let him lead them down the hall towards the giant memory foam king in the room to 
the left. Jake said it was ironic that they nearly maxed out a credit card on nice mattresses and bedding when 
they didn't sleep, but that didn't stop him from enjoying his own. Sam reminded him that there were other 
things one can do in a bed besides sleep, and that he'd definitely heard Jakey ‘use’ his mattress in that way. 
Danny curled around Sam, wrapping his long limbs around him and pulling up their weighted comforter. 

"Hey, why were you wearing a suit? Planning on going out?" 

"Planning on *taking* you out," Sam corrected, noting the slight hint of not-quite-jealousy-not-quite-curiosity 
in Danny's voice. "I was thinking we could go to that nice German restaurant we drove past on Tuesday, I've 
been craving that schnitzel from the pub in Frankenmuth Village." 

"You know it won't taste like it used to, Sammy, even if it was made by Herr Michels." 

Sam sighed, "Yeah, | know. But, | still wanna go somewhere nice with you. Show off my man" 

Danny laughed softly, tightening his arm around Sam's abdomen. 

"Okay, we can go in a little bit. | wanna hold you first, though." 

Sam rolled over in his arms, giving Danny an affectionate look. He kissed him, then rested his head on Danny's 


shoulder. They lay there, basked in the glow of the rising moon, not able to sleep but enjoying each other's 


company. 


They were as connected as connected could be. No longer could anyone say that they weren't brothers, 
weren't related. They were blood brothers, blood lovers, soulmates for eternity. Their family would continue on 


in it's love forever. 


